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STATEMENTS 


I Concepts 


Walking back from the university library in the evening 
I consider the greatness of the Islamic people: 

Greatest of polymaths, visionaries 

Of geometrical perfection, and yet physicians too, 
Inhabitants of the most austere of places, the desert, 
Learning by this means the virtues of restraint, 

Of conservation, consultation, fidelity: 

Al-Farabi, Al-Ghazali, Averroes and Avincenna. 


Walking back from the hospital after visiting a friend 
I consider the greatness of the Jewish people: 
Initiators of the historical imagination, 

Responsive to all ethical questions, 

And without compromise, reminders: Karl Marx, 
Franz Rosenzweig, Emanuel Levinas, Simone Weil. 


And I consider the greatness of the Polish people: 
Most dedicated artists of the theatre, 

Finely discriminating in music, greatest 

Of modern logicians, decipherers 

Of the Enigma machine, and so by this means 
Victors over the Third Reich: Marian Rejewski, 
Alfred Tarski, Chopin, and Jerzy Grotowski. 


Walking back from the concert in the afternoon 

I consider the greatness, also, of the German people: 

Greatest in scholarship, deepest philosophers, 

Profoundest visionaries of Western music: Beethoven, 
Mozart, 

Johannes Brahms, Johan Sebastian Bach. 


II_ Sensei 


A boxcar train into the rainy night. 

My teacher is there, sleeping on cardboard, 
All of his possessions in a sack. 

Boxcar train into the rainy night. 


My teacher seldom spoke, yet moved with ease. 
He was from the land of cherry trees, snow white 
In springtime; and, in autumn, all the boughs 
Flash sun-gold, crimson, and light green-pink. 


One time my teacher told me that our landscape 
Brought back the memory of his so much 
That he just had to stay: in summer he pruned trees, 


In winter shoveled snow from people’s walks. 
One time a man said ‘Don’t get Jap smell in my house.” 
Sensei was a master of Aikijitsu, but all he told me was the 


man was sick. 


Ul To You 


I hope that one day people will refer to me 

Not really by my last name very much 

But mostly by my first. I think 

That’s all that’s needed in my case. Likewise 

I am not professor, doctor or anything like that, 
But only Steve (I write it here this way, 

As I did when I was young.) 

And likewise we are told 

That Ernesto Guevara 

Took the name of ‘Che’ 

Which really means just ‘pall,’ 

Or sometimes even “hey.” 

It’s not, certainly, that I compare myself 

To this great man 

But only that the spirit inside 

Is somewhat similar. And so 

I'm simply Steve, the one 

You’ve known forever, who is writing to you now. 


IV Scars 


Considering myself as a circumcised man, 

I wonder what it would have been 

To have that part of me 

That was removed at birth. Some 

Think that this idea is a kind of joke, and yet, 
Consider, I feel almost nothing 

During intercourse — an energy is there, 

A physical power, and 

A desire as well, moving, searching, focusing — 
And yet no feeling: the way 

That someone very drunk, or very cold, 

Will feel their lips or fingers. At times, 

As though with just the fingertips of memory, 
I can just barely grasp 

The way that I once was when I was young -- 
Full of living energy all quite vividly there, 
Open and alive through every part, seeing 

So clearly, where now my sight is blurred, 
Hearing so sharply, 

Where now my ears just ring, 

And feeling, there, and then, the one incomparable gift, 
Where now I blunder at it, 

Like someone novocained. 


WORDS 


City 


Across rooftops 
game board 

of the city 

in Open spaces 


between 

the dwellings of men 
the early sun’s 
compass leg 


across bright 
spotlights 

the ice puddles 
on roofs 


the canyons 
between buildings 
snow rug alleyway 
with trash cans 


in the street where 
my love 

must walk 

in the street 


where 

at dawn 

a dog’s cry 
is heard 


Winter, Late Afternoon 


Four o'clock bright winter sun 
along the building’s edges 
pink winter light 


building tree shadows 
in copper 

are black bars 

set crosswise 


shadow-grating 

ruled 

against the illuminated 
pavement 


the bare tree 
bristle of twigs 
arteries and veins 
on pavement-aura 
streaming 


Four o'clock 
bright winter sun 


Winter Afternoon 


A high sun 
illuminates the 
building side 
across 


windows blue 
and sparking 
pieces of the sky 
sun slashes 


No shadows anywhere 
everyone 

has bright steam 
around their heads 


The over-exposed 
store fronts 
bleached in glare 
the road shining 


Street Corner 


Third floor window 
past the blinds 

I see the lead pipe street 
where I will walk 


And the others 
already down there 
walking 

their shadows 


A group 

at the corner 
disperses 

like a starburst 


Each to his own direction 
no glances back 

each one hunched 

in his own life 


The Cold Street 


Cars at a stoplight 

in luminous mist 

pearl exhaust fumes 
windows sparkly fogged 


The street 

is a piece of gray stone 
with lichens of salt 
traffic light still red 


Sun is bright 
in a blue sky 
there is light 
above confusions of the street 


There is always light 


Looking 


Prints in morning snow 
glassy meal underfoot 
stained with ochre urine 
excrement mud 


Steps confused 

with each other trampling 
over each other 

rush hour’s fossils 


A bodiless swarming 
it is ten o’clock 
where are they? 

the snow is falling 


On black branches 

a few leaves hanging 
here, there 

what am I looking for? 


There is something 
in the light 
although 

the light is gray 


There is someone 
on the street 
even though 

it is empty 


Bright Afternoon 


Thunderhead 
flowing through 
light strings 


marble columns 
falling silently 


High Clouds 


High cumuli 
wrinkled clouds 
breaking apart 


radiant cauliflower 
floating 


Summer Rain 


Outside quietly 
bubbling 


popping tiny 


rain simmer 
world fermenting 


Midday 
Glass sun 
of noon 


I spill you 
over myself 


Cold Rain 


Bead strings 
of rain 
held tight 


boring in 
mist frying 


chilly 
gun smoke rain 


A Mellon 


Jade watermelon 
and inside of it we find 
a pink peony 


Clouds 


Cloud high piled 
back into itself 

still streaming 

the empty sky around 


Homage 


On a very long trip 
fallen ill and yet 

in a dream walking 
over a field of dry grass 


A Flute 


Wind through 

all of space 

like water 

through a drain pipe 


Summer Lightning 


Tree bark night -- 
Lightning 
Strips down through 


Apartment 


Afternoon blinds 
are mail slots 

the sun’s letters 
are left on the floor 


Morning Clouds 


Morning and the clouds 
are white breakers 

sun spray misting up 

in the earth’s face 


Standing 


Evening’s shadows 
pulled out long 

I am legless 
looking at the sky 


Moment 


Evening air flows in 
through the window 
I can feel what time it is 


Breath 


I breathe -- now 
silent clamoring 
of the summer night 


Rest Stop 


At a public fountain 

I rinse my heated face 
so many others 

are there in the water 


Alone 


Sound of the electric fan 
the applause 
of an invisible audience 


Valley 


Clouds moving 
over the face of the earth 
like a cloth drawn away 


Morning 


The sun shines 
in the earth’s blind eye 


Cherry Tree 


Cherry blossoms 

on branches 

the foam of cresting waves 
the river tree 


Steam 


Clouds across the sun 
like my hand over this stream bed 


Under the Fir Tree 


Pale blue snow 
and ice face moon, 
fir tree blinds 

rope off 

the pulsating 

light disc 


Water serpent 

shadows 

on lilac, a 

gust through the sails, 
empty 

the rowers’ benches -- 
and the opening sea road 


A Given Day 


Sun pupil 
in the blue puddle, 
depths of sky 


Sun powder 

dusting the red of the building’s face 
pink. Glorious light 

for the end! 


Glorious glorious light 
for the end! 


Night Mountain 


Light threads 

from beyond the mountain’s brim 
bright lashes on 

an eye socket 


the ruled lines 
of night 


On the Face of the Earth 


Light feels for 
my eye 

behind my lid 
red black pulse 


of light pulp 

inside my brow 

echo chamber prickling 
of sand grains 


I drink down the sun 
through the straws 
of vision 


I open my chest 
to the day 
on the face of the earth 


Old Town 


Rain smoke 

above the chimneys 

white balls strung out along 
above roofs 


Black roofs shiny 
wet buildings wet streets 
old factories 


open garages 
cry out 


Her Room 


White black tile 
dim light 

a chess board 
with shadow men 


shadow kings looming 
the gods 

float through dimness 
in the corner 


A Tree 


Street-tunnel 
leaf-edged 

moon medallion 
on the tree’s chest 


Time portal 

of light 

past the sway of leaves 
beacon 


of earth storm 


Night 


Earth-coal dropped 
through 

the dry well 

of space 


horizon-char 
amber and yellow 
light points 

in the cobalt 


there are echoes 
but no sounds 


Stars 


Candle wicks lit 
in the depths 

of space-time 

and moths circling 


Rain falling to the dark 
well’s surface 

almost entirely silent 
though visible so long 


eons of deception 


Eros, Taipei 


1 


Taipei woman, you lie 

in the open sheets, the amber room, 
the traffic noise outside, 

the ultramarine sky. 


2 


Open your shirt, open your 
silken coverings, 

I draw away your bra and panties 
like brushing away soft ash, 
burning coals underneath. 


3 


Your breasts, how soft, 

your nipples dark coins, 

soft buds on the branches 
that open through your chest. 


4 


Sweet woman, with 

delicate skin, slender arms and legs, 
you’ve come here from Guangdong 
on a boat with criminals. 


5 


On this day he screws 

his one thousandth woman, 
matching Don Juan 

albeit with Taipei whores. 


YOUTH 


Three bottles on the windowsill 

Damp sill 

and also one beer can 

Mist morning 

white 

shade no light 

yet to read palms by 

only to see you, yes you sleeping there 
Air damp and cool through the screen 
gold in your hair 


I 


Early in the morning 

The fog still, the white town 

is asleep still 

until 

who knows 

Sun a pen light past a green roof’s edge 
slip stream of pearl 

oh my girl yes my my girl 

love to touch you 

your 


softest skin softer 

than any créme you use 
and where I’m not too 
soft sometimes 

I flow right through you 
like créme through a tube 


Il 


Window shade 

is light blue 

in the morning 

maybe damp with the dew 
in the early morning 

full of pearl mist 

with the sun’s knitting needles 
pushed through 

And Iam 

thinking of you 

been awake all night 

or just about 

Yes this is what I do 

They say 

that it will pass 

one day 

just like the dew 

itself but I must say 

that I don’t really 


want it to 

I get up 

to write your name 

in cold dew traces 

on the window’s glass 

and when the sun shines through 
it will have burnt away 

But Pll still think of you 

all day long and every day 


IV 


Well sexuality’s sort of a cliché 
now anyway, 

don’t you think? 

I sort of do 

I sort of like to anyway, 

you know...though 

don’t really dance much, 

but I sometimes do 


And so but then 

these girls, I just can’t take it 
at all 

Ihe 

I feel like I live 

in the space between 

door jamb and wall 

in that space between blind and blind 
right 

between left and right 

up and down 

Don’t know 

where to go 

in this way too confusing town 
Back off, slow down 

she says 

when I’m half way through the door 
I don’t know what at all to say 
as I roll onto the floor 

Who, what 

are these girls 

anyway? 


VI 


And so if I want to spend 

all my time 

messing around 

with some rhyme? -- 

well that’s just me 

And who knows, who can say 

that any way 

that I spend my day 

is wrong 

if I end up with -- 

if I make the day and then the night 
sometimes so dead and really so boring and wrong 
come out right and end up in -- 

a song 


VI 


So many things 

ticking away 

inside a day 

inside a factory let’s say 
inside a mind 

that’s really thinking 

and at least part way in gear, 
at least sometime -- 

a minefield mind, 

and maybe more than one 
is ticking in a day 

like a ripe melon 

in the hot hot sun 

Put your ear 

to it sometimes -- 

what does it say? 


Vill 


Lying on the floor 

just lying here 

waiting for the door 

to open just part way 

waiting for someone -- who? -- 
to step on through 


Lying on the floor 

I’m waiting here 

for the blinds to crack right open 
and the light to appear -- 

sun yolk breaking through its shell 
without a chick 


--just like me 


Lying on the floor, 

yes I’m waiting for 

the day to flash 

its smile on the wall 

and maybe someone 
sometime today might call 


Iam so low and I’m 

So blue because I 

Just can’t get along 
Without you, without you 


You have everything 

That day and night declare 
Essential to me 

You are light and 
Everywhere you are 

Is where I have to be 


Without you 

I have nothing, 
Won’t you give? 
Without you 

I can just just 
Barely live 


Without you 

I can’t feel, I 
Need your touch 
Without you yes 
I’ve lost so much 


Without you -- 
And I’m waiting 
patiently 


Without you 
Iam blind, O 
Can’t you see? 


Wanted to call her up 
the other day 
wanted to feel 

her touch 

What is there 

left to say? 

Well you 

might actually 
assert -- 

you know 

she is such a flirt, 
she really is 

it really is a shame 
And even just the sound 
of her name 
makes my heart 
stop and then start 
again oh yes 

Love is a long 
long chain 

heavy and endless 


XI 


Morning smiles 

on the wall 

and shows its teeth 

but the blinds 

will knock them out 
Teeth gone 

mouth still gaping wide 
it’s the whole wall 

now where the leaves rush 
like nurses 

flurrying all around 
Emergency 

of morning rush hour 
night is trampled down 
stamped to death 

I am paying 

with a hangover 

like an iceberg — 

so much more 

beneath the surface 

of my throbbing head 
Yes, woke up this morning 
almost found myself dead 


AGE 


Breeze from the lake 
this is the first 
country once again 

I come back 


Here are the 
memories of 
snow and the 
windblown streets 


Bright autumn 
when we’ve 
drunk down 
quarts of 
local beer 


Those were 

the days and 
now old friends 
are dead 


The undertaker 
and the 
collection agent 
now and now 


The place is 

taken over 

by real estate developers 
the money men 


And those 

squatters on 

the public charge 

the military establishment 


Breeze 

from the lake 

this is the first 
country once again 


I 


I am the suspect and 
quite bad relation 
the marginal person 
of no account 


Ihave come 

back from 

dubious adventures 
overseas 


Or some such 
thing 

I am the joker 
shuffling the deck 


But think: those long 
long days ago 

the days of 

innocence and inspiration 


Days when we were young 


Il 


I despise now 

all the books 

I ever read 

those lying forms 


Shaping the mind 
behind their scenes 
to heed 

what is not real 


IV 


The images of 
a vivid mind 
imagination 
as it’s called 


The only true 
instructor of the soul 
the steel to 

every limb 


Sere autumn leaves 
And even so 
My bills are 
Still unpaid 


I register 

Therefore this 

Fugitive beauty 

Living there beyond me 


VI 


This is the end of my rope 
For I have 

Set my store in 

Ashes and 

My light is short 


I have not known 
The days of spring 
Or if I have 

Ihave forgotten them 


And now perforce 

I must await 

The limited days 

The dark unnumbered nights 


Vil 


I have thrown down 

My youth my strength 
And now my health 

I have come back to you 


My origin can you 

Now help me to 

Again be well? -- now can you 
Renew me? 


VI 


These are the days 
In waiting and so 
Lonely here 
Restore me 


You unlimited skies 

You bright and 

Onward streaming clouds 
Bring back my strength again 


Breeze from the lake 
And even here 

The hopeful hint 

Is sometimes known 


Beyond the limits 
Of our life 

Just past the wall 
Of the night 


When the dark days 
Have come and there’s 
No beauty anymore 
We look upon the fields 


The clouds 
That fill the sky 
The luminous 
White country 


Of our home 


XI 


And so again 

I must come back 
To see the 

Bright cloud tatters 


And the illuminated 
Lake at sunrise 
And sunset I must 
Come back to it 


Fortune may yet 

Still help me out 

And I myself conspire 

To summon the inner power 


XII 


Illuminator, Light, I can never 
Feel you 

Near me, I seek 

For my renewal once again 


Again I want to 

Know you -- perhaps I sense 
Or even feel that 

You are in me now and then 


You circulate 
And a are part 
Of the city 

Of men 


Yet originate 
Elsewhere 
Somewhere 
Where? 


Sun above buildings, the 
Trees move 
With the wind 


What moves 
Inside of men, 
Inside of women 
In the time below? 


XI 


Sun above the rooftops 
And the day is 
Streaming atoms 

Of lightning, blinding 


O white blue seas 
My eyes are put out 
And yet I walk along 
The cinder of a man 


Stricken upright 
Nevertheless feeling 
Though somewhat numbed 
The radiant bright waves 


XIV 


You are the empty day 
Filled with an infinite dream 
I move through it in fear 
Lest it come true or not 


On these two open hands 

Pour down your true substance 
Overwhelming splendid light 
Bringing both hope and fear 


XV 


Radiant king my sovereign 
Light itself, you are 

The open secret shelter me 
Amid the seething dark 


I have come back now 
From shedding every skin 
Abandoning my shell 

Of nearly lived-in life 


XVI 


Passing breezes gratifying 

To breathe though not the eye 
I look for what cannot be seen 
Or even cannot be found 


Moving stirring although 

Within this is the margin 

Set upon the living soul 

That it come close but yet not touch 


XVI 


The end of every living thing 

Is death so it is said 

Yet I am living even so 

I am not dead though almost dead 


I walk into the opening 

Of the future it is dark 

Yet even though I cannot see 
I look for you, streaming light 


XVII 


Burning witness of the day 

That fades down past the hill 
Though the sun is black it yet 
Comes into me and so I burn 


My flaming hair lighting the evening 
When external light declines 

And in my heart there is 

A cinder left the end of my sun 


XIX 


Moths out at night 
A fragile thing 
Made of paper 
Feathers silk 


The open night 
Receives it 
Unlimited and 
Always famished 


XX 


Night lightning 

And the flash 

Breaks open 

What had been sealed 


If only 

It would last 
So that I 
Could see into 


Could see through 


AFTERWORD 
Encounters with the author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well-known 
restaurant in Taipei, the Wysteria Tea House, famous as 
having been a meeting place for dissident intellectuals in 
the years of political struggle in Taiwan . During the recent 
effort to publish his rather extensive work, we had 
occasion to discuss aspects of his past and current writing. 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. Where do 
you locate yourself in the overall debate concerning poetic 
form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me is to 
grasp, mentally, a certain object -- that is, an experience, a 
scene, an event -- to see it and feel it. Any language that 
seems to convey the reality of that is good, any which 
remains merely language, merely words, is for me of no 
interest, in some cases it is actively negative, in the sense of 
being obstructive. 


A cliche? 


Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than that. Much 
of our language obscures the nature of reality. Words in 
themselves are, in a sense, the enemy of writing. I tell 
students that all the time. Words most often merely convey 
the usual accepted social understanding. Writing is for the 
purpose of grasping reality itself, which is always 
something other than the social 

understanding. 


Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to correct 
these false social understandings. At times its purpose is to 
merely reveal with a new freshness, a perceptual freshness, 
as it were. But even this itself has a certain basic political 
significance, in the sense that awakened human beings will 
act and think differently than those who are at rest in the 
normal tranquilized non-perception that we usually are 
caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder your 
writing ? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very 
undeveloped culture, yet in other ways it is overbearing. 
(The US, that is.) There is, for example, a great deal of 
rather stifling political correctness, as it's called, and to get 
away from that is itself a positive thing. For a while I had 
no idea how I would ever get all this material published, 
especially if you're not there trying to do all the 
"networking" that is needed, and which I was absolutely 
terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, I really had no 
clue, I still don't, I suppose. And then it came about that 
you could just do it all by yourself, by means of the 
internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would seem. 
Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 pages, 


if you want to measure it like that. I don't know how much 
it would weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that 
something you consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide variety 
of experiences. My first models for the artist were people 
such as Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- artists who could work in 
a very wide range of forms and even use widely different 
styles. Of course, I can't compare myself to people like that, 
but it was still a goal, to try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 


Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing work 
published, going through it, touching it up here and there, 
proofreading, and so forth. After that, I think I might return 
to some translating work -- Holderlin especially, and some 
Chinese poets, but don't ask me which ones. 


What were you trying to do in this particular volume? 
It was an attempt to work in a somewhat more light and at 


times minimal, at other times somewhat popular, style. 
While at the same time bending these to my own purposes. 


About the Author 


Steven Frattali is an expatriate American writer living in 
Taipei. He is the author to date of over 40 volumes of 
poetry, totaling over 2,000 pages of work. He is also the 
author of several critical works, among them Person, 
Place and World: A Late Modern Reading of Robert Frost 
and Hypodermic Light: The Poetry of Philip Lamantia and 
the Question of Surrealism. 


About the Banyan Press of Taipei 


The Banyan Press of Taipei was founded in 2008 by 
Samuel Palmer and Steven Frattali. It plans to publish the 
work of expatriate Anglophone writers of the Pacific Rim 
who are working outside the norms of mainstream 
publishing. The Press does not at this time invite 
submissions, but it hopes to do so in the future. 


